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which the narrow cart-ruts formed the only rideable surface ;
all else was loose sand, sticky and dangerous with rain.

For miles we rode on hardened strips of the road scarcely a
foot wide, the wheels of the bicycles continually grating amongst
sand and pebbles as we groped our way forward* The rain
gradually penetrated our clothing and settled in our shoes, till
my feet at least were stone cold. At every few yards we started
a rabbit or a stoat or some unrecognizable creature of the night,
There were no houses or cultivated ground till we passed
through a village only two miles from Felixstowe. After this
we lost our way, having left Felixstowe on the right. My lamp
went out, and on dismounting I found that my invalid right
arm was useless, and so we walked the last mile to a hotel in
the pouring rain.

Marriott vowed he enjoyed the ride thoroughly. I was
anxious, uncomfortable in my saddle, and nervous. Clearly my
nerves had not yet recovered from my accident in March* I
imagined every possible sort of accident, in each case following
out a train of circumstances to the direst possible climax. In
particular, I dreaded a puncture, and that I might take a -cold,
to be followed by rheumatic fever. Yet, underneath this sur-
face discontent, discomfort, and sick imagination, there was a
sense of deep satisfaction, the satisfaction of facing and over-
coming difficulties, of slowly achieving a desired end, in spite
of obstacles.

We did the twelve miles and a detour of a mile or so, caused
by losing our way, in a little less than two hours*

Ipswich, Sunday, June
With what reluctance one leaves the sea 1
Ipswich is a closely4cnit town, reminding one in its contours
and large masses of the eighteenth-century parts of Bruges,
Many of the streets were crudely decorated with the primary
colours of flags, ajrxd the continual clashing of church bells indi-
cated that this was the Day of Thanksgiving for the Queen's
long reign.
To-night we " Ke " at the Great White Horse, Pickwick's ton,
and by good fortune have been allotted the Pickwick bedroom,
No. 36, an immense apartment, accommodating three, and
labelled outside " Pickwick ". On the walk an extremely bad
oil painting of a Pickwick banquet, " A facsimile of this hotel
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